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angel/demon au! 


Sebastian knew who the entity was before it even manifested. 


His skin crawled like his veins were made of insects, undulating just beneath the surface, pulsing and throbbing 
and wrong The taste of rot clung to the back of his teeth and he shook, his hands clenched into fists before 
him, quivering with the strength of his veneration 


He was an exile. A pariah, cast from the Heavens for his wicked transgressions. Before this, he could have 


been labeled a saint, but by no means did he have the authority to call himself as such anymore. Not here. 


Not in the presence of his Father's most favourite son. 


On his knees Sebastian sat woefully by the altar, staring holes into the withered wood flooring of what was 
once a great, reverent chapel. The cracks beneath his knuckles almost looked like spiderwebs, and he remained 


motionless, waiting for their weaver to come and ensnare him in it's clutches. 


Sebastian blinked, squeezing his eyes shut. A beat of silence passed Around fractured stained glass that were 
once holy murals, wind whistled and howled through the dormant church pews. Scaffolding groaned, and 
Sebastian sucked in a sharp breath. 


One. 


A plume of something hot and acrid flitted across Sebastian's face, causing him to flinch. He could hear the 
click of a tongue not two inches away from his nose, and the shudder it wrung out of him made his visitor 


snicker. 


Two. 


The candle wicks surrounding him began to dim and flicker, and Sebastian could see it, through the safety of 
his eyelids. Again he could feel his entire body erupt into gooseflesh, and then- 


It was quiet. The creak of the dilapidated wooden floor followed what sounded like heavy footsteps, and soon, 
Sebastian was no longer bent at the neck like a beggar to a king. Something rounded and solid slid under his 
chin, and Sebastian's eyes snapped open as his head was tipped upwards. 


There, above him, stood the most maleficent man Sebastian had ever seen. He wore black, nothing but black 
with brilliant red trimming around his exorbitant clothing like he were a noble man, highly esteemed. feathering 


his face was the finest hair, almost as matchless as his attire, but what was most captivating were his eyes 


"Look at you," the man cooed, his lips pulling beguilingly at the corners. Pupils that seemed to dilate and 
contract like rolling tides swept over Sebastian's features, as though he were committing it all to memory. 


"What has the City of God given to me this time, hm?" 


Sebastian cowed, glancing away in shame. 


"Speak, you pitiful thing." 


"l- I=" Sebastian stammered, panic-stricken, and the man dropped his foot-the object that had been touching 
his chin-letting it clunk deafeningly against the grainy floorboards. 


"You, you," he mocked, bringing a humiliated flush to Sebastian's cheeks, "of course, the one castaway | get 
that looks the most promising also happens to be the most vapid" 


"| wasn't thinking when | indulged for the last time," Sebastian whispered. "I tried to repent. I-" 


"Indulgence?" The man squatted then, his crisp dark clothing creaseless even as his body manipulated it to 
conform to his movements. Something warm encircled his chin then, much softer than the toe of a boot, and 


Sebastian's head was guided up once more. "Of what kind?" 


At that, Sebastian couldn't stop himself from shaking himself free. He clamored backwards, his elbows catching 
on splintered wood, and when the man grinned at him with all his teeth Sebastian swore they were sharpened 


like swords. 


"| see, so it's like that." Irises the color of fire and brimstone never left Sebastian's as the man slunk forward, 
his actions calculated and unpredictive. With nowhere to go, it was all Sebastian could do to crawl blindly on his 


forearms and as he scurried away. "There's no need for theatrics, child Where are you meant to go?" 


When the crown of Sebastian's head hit the leg of a pew he startled, pulling his knees up to his chest. "Don't-" 


The man tilted his head. "I think | ought to do as | please. After all, you were given to me." Once more he knelt, 
and those molten eyes were boring into Sebastian's very soul, carving out the only essence that made him 
holy, defiling it, defiling hm. "An entire lifetime spent in the clouds, I'd reckon that makes you quite the airhead. 


Don't you know that once you're here, there's no going back?" 


Sebastian jerked, gasping as the man leant forward and cupped his jaw in his hands. He directed Sebastian to 


crane his neck up even further, dipping his own face down until their breaths were mingling. 


"Do you know who | am?" The man murmured, his eyes sweeping over the roundness of Sebastian's cheeks, 


rubbing his thumbs gently across the blushing apples. 


"Lucifer." The name dripped from his tongue like a poison, but to the devil before him, it couldn't have sounded 


sweeter. 


The man's eyes closed then, savoring. He looked almost innocent, Sebastian thought, almost angelic. But he was 


meant to be beautiful, wasn't he? An archangel that befell his creator; the very first of his kind. 


Before Sebastian could finish his train of thought, the devil was moving. His eyes opened, focusing on 


Sebastian's, and he swooped in even closer. 


"You're wrong," he breathed. Sebastian could feel his heart pounding away in his chest, a canary trapped in a 
cage. “That's the name my Father gave me, before he sentenced me to a life of damnation. My friends call me 


Axl" 


Axl. Sebastian mouthed the word, and Axl smiled. 


"And who might you be?" 


Their lips were brushing now; the perfect bow of Axl's upper lip just tracing the swell of his lower. The air 
between them was stifling, and Sebastian hesitated, feeling dizzy, feeling his shame and his pride and his very 


being culminate together inside of him and sour all at once. 


Through his daze, he managed to utter, "Sebastian" 


And Axl's smile widened at that, rewarding him by pressing a feather-soft kiss to his parted mouth. Sebastian 
could taste something sweet like honey, yet metallic like blood, and just for a moment he could think clearly, 


could conjure up a coherent thought to help save face- 


Repent and turn back so that your sins may be absolved-' 


"Sebastian," Axl said, pulling his attention He slotted himself fluidly in front of him, reaching down to smooth 
his fingers over Sebastian's thighs and coax them to box his waist. 


He leaned forwards to nip at his pulse, and the sound Sebastian let out was sinful 


"Wouldst thou like fo live deliciously?" 


